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CONTAINING 


The AuTraon's Conver/ation with his BookszLLs, &c. &c. | 


SCEN E, London, a BooksBLLBY's Shop. 
: ' Enter Aurnon, ſmiling, and rubbing his Hands. 


AUTHOR. 

ELL, Stipzs !—and how d'ye go on with my Book ? 
I knew it would anſwer the Trouble I took. 

I hope that you like my Collection of Rhymes ;—— 

Don't you think ' tis a neat little Touch on the Times ? 


SLIDER 


4 


4 
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SLIDER, 


Run, Boy—can't you ſee that Miſs Bazzana Sror, 


And My Lady Box rox, are come into the Shop ? 


AUTHOR. 

The Copies I ſent were but Eighty-five Score ; 

And I took it for granted you wanted ſins more : 

So I call'd, Mr. S1.1DER, on that Suppoſition, 

Before I came out with my Second Edition, 

SLIDER. 

And another great Wit is arriv'd, I declare, 

Mr. Tronhrgoor is juſt * out of his Chair. 
Enter Links Box rox, Miſs BA RA RAA SLor, and 4 


Hon. Mr. TicHTRHOOr. 
Lady BON TON. 
Mr. $..1DER, you've nothing that's clever, I doubt ; 


No Book that's cngaging and | pretty come out. 
N | What 


( # ) 
What an Age of Barbarians ! there's nothing, God knows, 
That's worth one's Attention, in Verſe or in Proſe. 
AUTHOR, „ himſelf. 

Now I wonder that blockheadly Fellow won't mention 
My Book, which, I'm ſure, would engage her Attention. 
How happy, how ſnug, ſhould I fit here alone, 
| And feel heh Delight as few Authors have known 
To be read and adm d by the Wits of the Age, 

And view em with Raptures turn over my Page 


Mit B A B. 
I'm quite caſt away, my dear Lady Bor om, 
I'm afraid I muſt ſpend all this Ev'ning alone : 
I wiſh on ſome pretty ſhort Thing I could light, 
I'd give it a thorough Peruſal to-night. 


dad BON T ON, 
Well! I own there is nothing I meet with too long, 
That's manly and ſpirited, nervous and ſtrong; 


Yet 


( 47 ) 
E Yet tender and delicate Joys can impart, 
And with ſweet Senſibility touches my Heart. 


SLIDER, 
Then, Madam, here's ſomething will pleaſe the Peruſer, 
«A Pindaric Epiſtle addreſs d to a Rruiſer. 


Lady BON T ON. 
O for Shame, Mr. Suipzs! you'll make us quite fick ; 


* : Mr. T16uTBoor condemn'd all that Traſh to Old Nick. 
What a vulgar Performance! what Bear. garden Writing | 
! proteſt it has ſet all my Children a- fighting. 


Mr. TIGHT BOOT. 
Why, by G—d, if to Wit there be any Pretenſion, 
I ſwear it is far above my Comprehenſion. 


What damn'd, unaccountable Lies has he told, 
Of Dragons, and Lions, and Jockies of old! 


1 


(48 ) S 
I'm ſure that he rode but à bitter bad Horſe, 
For he flogg'd him moſt damnabl y over the Courſe, 
Pray where is his Moral ? or, what was his Object, 
In chuſing that horrible Wretch for his Subject? 
A Scoundrel like that is a Scandal to Ink —— 


Mis B A B. 
The Subject's as good as the Verſe, Sir, I think: 
Beſides, he don't give us the leaſt Intimations, 


What he means by his impudent Inſinuations. 


Lady B ON T 0 N. 
No- wiſh that I knew who the Perſon imply'd is, | 


In a certain Account that he gives of Arcipss: 
I'vetry'd—but I can't make the leaſt Application 
To any one Man that I know in the Nation. 


Min 


1 


Miſs B A B. 
Ma'em, the Thing of all others he gives me the Splcen in, 
Is, the bringing in Pol ux, without any Meaning. 


AUTHOR, 
Racks! Tortures! Damnation! Death ! Hell | and Confuſion ! 


They have no Kind of Tafte for a Claſſic Alluſion! Afde) 


Miſs BAB 
Come—pray, Mr, Ticatzoor, find out ſomething, do— 


And give us your Thoughts on a Work of Virtu. 


Mr. TIGHTBOOT. 
No—my Time is too precious this Morning, I ſwear, 
I've not the tenth Part of a Moment to ſpare : 
My Lord WRIsrIIIAcxRr fo deep in my Debt is, 
And JauuVY BLACk ANL ſo apt to forget is, 


I muft ſeek them at AlxAcx's, at Axravun's, or Barry's, 


N Miſs 


(00; ) 
Mis B A B. 
Oh ! pray, Mr. Tiohrsoor, firſt give us a Sight p 
Of the ſweet pretty Thing, that you ſhew'd me laſt Night. 


Mr. TIGHTBOOT. 
No—I beg you'd excuſe me; you know very well 
What I ſhew'd you laſt Night was a mere Bagatelle — 


A ſmall Jeu d Eſpri 


Mis B A B. 
| Nay, you promis d you'd give it; 
Tho' I put my Hand into your Pocket, I'll have it. 


Lady BON T ON, 


Ah do, my dear Creature—do put your Hand in, do— 
Never mind that impertinent Man at the Window. 

| dn An 

Well! I vow I have found it !---I've got it at length !--- 


Look here, my dear Madam !---here's Spirit and Strength | 
What 


K 


What tender, what delicate Thoughts it conveys ! 


What manly, what ſenſible Taſte it diſplays! 


Oh Heavens !-- ſuch Meaſure * ſuch Feeling ! ſuch---Oh---- 
0 Reads. 


To CORNELIA. 
I, | 
U PID, God of gentle Training, , _ 


VENUS, Queen of rapid Fire, 


Time, old Time, new Wings obtaining, 
Spurs my keen and ſtrong Deſires. | 


IE 
Oh! then, if you're in the Dark yet 
Why the verdant Turf I ſhun; » 
Why no more I court Vewmarker, _._- (1 * 
W here ſuch glorious Palms I won; 


(a0 


III. 
Aſk not me, but aſk the Graces, 
Which with fair CoxneLra dwell 
Aſk her free, her fond Embraces, 
They alone the Cauſe can tell. 
IV. 
Fly then, fly, fuſpieious Hywen, 
Looſe your vain, connubial Ties; 
What your envious Laws deny Men, 
Love, unbridled Love, ſupplies. 


v. 
Oh | that now we were together 
On the boiſt'rous Waves at Reft ! 
I ſhould fear nor Wind nor Weather, 
In her ſnowy Arms embrace d. 


( 53 ) 


VI. 
Sporting CuPIDs round us hovering, 


Am'rous Nszz1Ds round us play; 


All with Azure Mantles covering, 


To the Cyprian Shore convey. 


VII. 
NEPTUNE will rejoice in joining 
Two congenial Souls in one; 
Ev'ry tender Thought combining, 


Who without her is undone. 


Mis B A B. — 9923 
Now, by all that's poetical, tender, and witty, 
Tis charmingly moving, * and Pretty! 
The Subject's fo pleaſing | . 


( 54 ) 


Lady BON TON. 
| My dear, very true 
And of excellent Senſe, and Morality too | 


Take a Copy, dear Baz—as for you, Mr. SL 1p ER, 


J am ſorry to ſay, you're a wretched Provider, 


Quite a pawvre Genie —now I take it for granted, 


You never have ſent me the Books that I wanted | 


| SLIDER. 
Yes, indeed, my good Madam! — indeed, you muſt know, 


I ſent all your Ladyſhip's Books long ago. 

| (Whiſpers bis Journeyman. 
Mr. Baus EER, pray pack up The Lives of the Actors, 
With the Birth and Exploits of the nine Malefactors, 
The Punch-Bowl, the Love- Match, the Lucky Eſcape, 
An Appeal to the Public from Miſs KI TTT TRa PE, 


And the laſt Seſſions-Paper, containing a Rape. 


Don't 


„ 
Don't forget all the Trials, and Pleas for Divorces z 
And ſend Mr. TicaTz3oor, PonD's Book upon Horſes, 
Be ſure you diſpatch 'em before they get there, 
Directed to Lady BoxToON, in the Square. 


[Exeunt Wirs, Cairies, and BRusHER, Manent AUTHOR and SLIDER, } 


AUTHOR. 
I'm ſorry to find you've: no more Complaiſance, Sir, 
Do you make all your Authors thus wait for an Anſiwer ? 
Can't you ſpeak ? Don't you ſee I'm impatient to go? 


Will you have any Copies of Buc KHORSE, or no? 


SLIDER. 
Why, how can you aſk if I'd have any Copies, - - | 
When you ſee that your Book a Diſgrace to my Shop is? 
Only look at te Corner | by G--d, it is Fact, 


There they ſtand, ev'ry one, in a Bundle unpack d! 
[Au rnok turns pale.] 


Why 


ee era Er cos 
, 
— ALIA A Eo 
chmod 
b A | z | 
— | 


TS) 
Why, Sir, I perceive you're a little dejected— 
AUTHOR, Biting bis Lips, 


Not at all---not at all—I'm ſurpriz d you ſuſpect it! 
Not the leaſt diſappointed my Book won't go down---- 


I'm only concern d for the Taſte of the Town. 
Yet ſtill let me periſh by critical Laws, 
If 1 ſuffer Damnation, do, tell me the Cauſe. 


SLIDER, | 
Why, then, to be plain, if you muſt know the Reaſon, 
You've writ neither Blaſphemy, Bawdy, nor Treaſon : 


We hop'd you had ſomething that's vendible for us, 


But we find it is nothing but PI ND AR and Horace! 


A mere Compilation 


AUTHOR, (Al.) 


Ye Gods | grant me Patience, 
Sufhcient to anſwer ſuch preſſing Occaſions ! 


Sure 


„„ 
Sure the Law would not hang me for taking the Pains 


To knock out an ill-judging Bookſeller's Brains 


8 L IDER, 
Beſides, to explain the whole Truth of the Matter, 


You've not the leaſt Notion of perſonal Satire. 

Why, how do you think that I g⁰ thro? the Year, 

And keep ſuch a Table, * Things are ſo dear? 
One Day a good Joint, and the next Day a Haſh? 
Not by Greek and by Latin, and ſuch Kind of Traſh: 
No (thank G--d Almighty,) I've got by one Libel 
More than ever I loſt by the Notes on the Bible! 
Would you write a ſarcaſtical Thing that is pleaſing? 
A good deal of Acid 'tis proper to ſqueeze in. 

You ſhould ſcribble away without Fear or Controul, 


And feel no Remorſe, or Compunction of Soul. 


P "Tis 


0 
'Tis your daggering Stuff, my good Friend, you will find, 
That hits the malevolent Taſte of Mankind. 
Go boldly to work, and with Freedom aſſail, 


Not give us a wild allegorical Tale, 

For which by both Parties you ſtand reprehended, 
For political Meanings to neither intended Ps 
The Ladies, you ſee, very juſtly remark, 
That a Reader ſhould never be left in the Dark ; 
And for that very Reaſon. ſome Critics have ſaid, 


* You muſs be forgotten as ſoon as you're read. 


| AUTHOR. 
Mr. Slip Ea, I'm under a thorough Conviction, 
Moſt Authors fulfil that unhappy Prediction ; 
And am glad the Republic of Letters think fit 


To chooſe ſuch reſpectable Judges of Wit, 
Who, 


: E- 59 ) 
Who, no doubt, have a Licence to hang, draw and quarter, 
But never ſhould put a poor Bard to the Torture: 
For many an Author, no doubt, they will find, 
Who'll hear his dead Warrant, compos'd and refign'd ; 
Yet ſtill may with Juſtice and Reaſon e "EM 
If his Senſe and his Meaning they torture and ftrain : 
And others may think it as hard to attone 
For Meaning and Senſe, when perhaps they have none. 
Now, to me 'tis a Matter of very great Wonder, 
That learned Society made ſuch a Blunder, 
As to tell all the World that my poor Dedication 
Had to Party or Politics any Relation : 
No, no—put my PEGASUS into the Pound, 
If ever he treads on. political Ground ; 
And take up my Muſe to beat Hemp in the Fleet,, 
If you once catch her walking in F 


Lord 


FO]: 
Lord BucknoxsE, tis true, in theſe patriot Days, 
Seem'd to me no contemptible Topic of Praiſe ; 
Beſides, he's the only great Man in the Nation 
To whom I acknowledge the leaſt Obligation; 
He's my Friend and my Patron, and is it not hard, 
When the Muſes have paid him the juſteſt Regard, 
That any Great Perſon ſhould claim for his own, 
The Praiſe that is due to his Lordſhip alone? 
I'm ſurpris'd Men of Senſe ſuch a Meaning invent p 
For a Thing, which a mere Dedication was meant 
To a much better Work, and of larger Extent: 
But ſince I have met with ſuch curſed Succeſs, 


The Flames ſhall receive it inſtead of the Preſs. 


SLIDER, - 


Come, come—you ſhould think of explaining your Hints, 


Or adding a few little humourous Prints ; 


If 


5 
If you top it and tail it by GAG N and Wars, 


You may ſtill have a Chance of promoting the Sale. 


Gad! Tl venture to give you Five Pound for the Copy! 


AUTHOR (Aide. 


What Mortal e' er ſaw ſuch an impudent Puppy ? 


Come — I'll go ſomething further, and ſtand to all Hazards 
Of ſelling your Leggers and Clicks on the Mazzards— 

I'll make it Six Pieces ; and, as Ima Sinner, 

Can give nothing more but a Family- Dinner: 

If you're quite diſengag'd, Sou are welcome to ſtay, 

I've ſome very good Company dine here to- day; 

There's a Paſtoral Poet from Leadenhall-/ireer, 

And a Liberty-Writer juſt come from the Fleet ; 

With a clever young Fellow, that's making an Index, 
Who, perhaps, may aſſiſt you to write an ArrENDIx; 


bt And 


( 6) 
And a Taylor, up three Pair of Stairs in the Mews, 
Who does the political Jobs for the News, 


And works now and then for the Critic Reviews. 


AUTHOR. (ln a Paſſon) 
O ye Gods! if to-puniſh ſome damnable Sin, 
Ye had ſteep'd me in Poverty up to the Chin; 
Condemn'd me to wander, difſtreſs'd and forlorn, 
'Mid Penury, N akedneſs, H unger, and Scorn ; 
If to purchaſe a Dinner one Sixpence was able, 
Where the Knives and the Forks are chain'd down di the Table; 
With Joy to the Garret aloft would I go, 
Or dive down as deep to the Cellar below, 
But with Pride, with due Pride, I'd your Offer diſdain, 
And ne'er, on ſuch Terms, would a Dinner obtain ! 
Mr. Stripzx, farewell other Authors employ, 


And long may you live better Taſte to enjoy! 


As 


(8 

As for me, I ſhall full as good Company meet 
At the Boll, or the Daacon, in Bi/bopgate-ſtreet; 
And as ſoon as Aurora firſt gladdens the Sky, 


To GranTa's Embraces once more will I fly. 


SCENE changes to the Bl xk BULL, in Biſhopgate-ſtreet. 


Auron ſolus, in a . Poftare. 
Mr. Tienrzoor's Reflection was poignant and hurting— 
Tho' he look'd like a damnable Fool, that is certain !— 
I am laugh'd at by Women, and vile Poctaſters— 
But that is the ſmalleſt of all my Diſaſters. 
Alas! what a Change, ſince my Pamphlet has flown! 
Ah! there is the Rub all my Hopes are undone !--- 


All Chance of the Toad/and Preferment is gone f 
[Starting up.] 
The 


( 64 ) 

The Paths of Ambition no more I'll purſue 

Ve flattering Dreams, gay Illuſions, adieu! 

Other Cares, other Pleaſures, my Thoughts ſhall employ, 
Intellectual Pleaſures, that never can cloy. | 
Hail, heavenly Scizxcs | I knee] at thy Shrine, 

Thou Source of all Treaſures | thou Goddeſs divine! 

You cheriſh in Youth, you delight i in old Age, 

In ev'ry Condition thy Beauties engage : 

Tis you that to Riches true Splendor beſtow, 

Our Comfort in Want, and our Refuge in Woe - 
Abroad if we wander, at Home if we ſtay, 

In Town and in Country, by Night and by Day, 

'Tis thine, ſacred Sei NCH] new Charms to diſplay. — 
How much I rejoice thou haſt choſen thy Seat | 

In GranTa's delightful, and quiet Retreat! 


Where 


5 8 
Where Men of ſuch Piety, Learning, and Senſe, 
Diſtribute thy Gifts at ſo ſmall an Expence, 
And ſeaſon the Minds of well-diſciplin'd Youth, 
With patriot Maxims of Freedom and Truth; 
Regardleſs of Changes in Church or in State, 
They ne'er court the F. avours and Smiles of the Great; 
But with Eyes unretorted Preferment can view, 
| Thro' the calm Walk of Virtue Life's Journey purſue; 
For Candour, for Softneſs of Manners, renown'd, 
Shed the Bleſſings of Peace and Contentment around ; 
And, far from Malignity, Faction, and Noiſe, 
With Dignity ſeek philoſophical Joys : 
Yes—there, with Example and Precept ſupply'd, 
To Wiſdom's bright Altar my Steps will I guide: | 
O Genius of Arhens / with thee will I rove 


In the Shade of your charming Pierian Grove; 


R Where 


(6 
Where the learned old Cam, on his echoing Shore, 


Remurmurs ſweet Sounds of. Socratical Lore, 


Replete with, deep Knowledge, his ſlow Way purſues, 


And pays his rich Tribute to murmuring Ouæe, 
As clear as 1/yſus, who lav'd the green Wood 

Of fair Academus, great PLaTo's Abode, 

And told his wiſe Tale to Ca/lirrhoe's Flood: 

There take me, in all thy chaſte Beauties array'd, 

O bleſt Invsyznence ! adorable Maid! 

Fair Virtue, fait Science, acknowledge thy Reign, 
Health, Eaſe, and Tranquillity, ſport in thy Train! 
Where'er, with mild Luſtre, you gild the calm Scene, 
Stern Pedantry, Churliſhneſs, Envy, and Spleen, 
All fly, gentle Nymph! at thy Preſence ſerene; 

All wing their foul Way from the peaceable Cell, 
Where thou condeſcendeſt, bright Virgin | to dwell : 


For 


X. 


| „ 

For thee, of freſh Flowrets a Chaplet I'll weave, 
So grant me thy Bleſſings once more to receive; 
80 teach me; in Peace to my Fortune reſign'd, 
No longer to flatter or cenſure Mankind, 


In Error's vain Mazes bewilder'd and blind, 


N 


} 
* 


